9° We come out on the far hillside into a panorama of blind-
ing clarity. A shepherd with his flock moves about on a
distant mountain side. He is larger than life, his sheep
are covered with golden locks. He-move's leisurely in the
amplitude of forgotten time. He is moving amidst the
still bodies of the dead, their fingers clasped in the short
grass. He stops to talk with them, to stroke their beards.
He was moving thus in Homeric times when the legend
was being embroidered with copperish strands. He added
a lie here and there, he pointed to the wrong direction, he
altered his itinerary- For the shepherd the poet is too
facile, too easily satiated. The poet would say "there
was . . . they were . . ." But the shepherd says he
lwes,heit,hedoes. . . . The poet is always a thousand
years too late—^nd blind to boot. The shepherd is eternal,
an earth-bound spirit, a renundator. On these hillsides
forever and ever there will be the shepherd with his
flock: he will survive everything, including the tradition
of all that ever was.
Now we are passing over the little bridge above the
sundered vault of Clytemnestra's resting place. The
earth is flamy with spirit as if it were an invisible compass
we are treading and only the needle quivering luminously
as it catches a flash of solar radiance. We are veering to- *
wards Agamemnon's tomb over the vault of which only
. the thinnest patch of earth now rests like a quilt of down.
The nudity of this divine cache is magnificent. Stop before
the heart glows through. Stoop to pick a flower. Shards
everywhere and sheep droppings. The clock has stopped.
The earth sways for a fraction of a second, waiting to
* resume its eternal beat.
I have not yet crossed the threshold. I am outside, be-
tween the Cyclopean blocks which flank the entrance to
the shaft. I am still the man I might have become, assum-
ing every benefit of civilization to be showered upon me

